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ultimatum to the Elector of Treves had moved
him again towards this brave country beset by so
many external, as well as internal enemies, but
the latest news of the quarrels between Delessart
and Brissot in the Assembly caused him the
bitterest disappointment.

He was afterwards to recollect that it was on
that March day of cold sunshine, riding out to
Watendlath, that he foresaw something of the
cruel confusion that led to the September Mass-
acres,

As he rode into the higher air and crossed the
little bridge above the running stream he shook
his shoulders with a sort of indignant despair.
He had never before felt his life to be so lonely,
so aimless, such a failure. He looked about him,
and as always the beauty of this beloved country
fell on him like a balm. Only a few days before
there had been a March snowstorm in the upper
dales* He could not yet, riding among the
trees, see the rising Fell, but he could scent the
snow in the air. He knew that if the snowfall
had been deep the shepherds would be anxious
for the sheep. He felt suddenly a touch of their
anxiety, and with that a kind of shame for bother-
ing about unreal things like politics when there
were such real things as sheep close at hand.
Soon he would be clear of the trees for a while
and see how the sheep were faring*

He had reached now the spot where Watend-
lath Beck tumbled into Lodore, and as always
when he was here he must stop and breathe in
deeply that perfect beauty. This was surely one